CHAPTER XLIII
North Sea mine-sweepers. Blood lust. "Awake up, England." War
inspires the afflatus. Stories from the Front. My son: Westminster School
boys and the War. Life in the dark. Our dogs in life belts, "The
Lusitania" is sunk. My daughter's son is born during air raid. Crossing
the Atlantic during the submarine menace. Charlie Chaplin. The
Marchese Marconi. The All Highest's tender care for Highcliffe Castle.
Stories of three Kings.
THE War dragged on. The flower of British youth
vas mowed down upon the fields or sank into the mud
>f Flanders, and perished on the Eastern front. All
;hat was worst and all that was noblest in poor humanity
irose out of this welter of destruction* The daily
nartyrdom was faced with the saving grace of humour
ay the British, while the Teuton, still true to type as
in Caesar's time, pursued a course of calculated fright-
Fulness. The German Crown Prince, in his haste to be
first into Paris, outdistanced his supplies and lost, or
helped to lose, the War for his dynasty. Cunninghame
Graham remarked to me at the time, "God has not
been good to the Germans. He gave them fine, dry
weather to get their siege guns down to Paris, and
then sent the rain when they had to drag them
back to Germany/' But the giant nation, poisoned
by its propaganda of ruthlessness for forty years,
lingered in its death throes till * nature sickened.'
The lusts which War engendered were expressed
in strange ways. The mine-sweepers of the North
Seas had sung:
Sound the bloody Tocsin
Beat the bloody drums
Get the bloody swords out,
Mount the bloody guns.
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